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BY SINGING $YRIL.

Youthful hearts will sesk romances—
Youthful hearls will have thelr fancies:
And there is a dream | chorish
(‘:t.m.u uulhl?rl.uuh
"here its foliage flingeth
Whaere | muse the hours away—
A soft shadow, weary never
Of ita light and shifting play.

This | dream—an angel spirit
Is forever hovering near i1,
And within it and above i1,

With & mission from the sky '
For the old tree seems 1o love me,
As il waves its sbove me
With  faint and gentle murmur,

Or & low and saddened T—-
For it seems to guard and cherish

Even the wayward dreamer-—1'

There's s whisper und » blessing

lu the besutiful caressing

Uf the leaves that stoop to kiss me
As llean upen the sill;

And their murmur makes a foeling

That on earth hath no revesling,

But that in my bosom
Mute, and eloguent, and still,

And their touch upon my forehead
Wakes a strangely pleasant thrill.

Where the topraost boughs are swinglog
And the waving leaves are siuging,
One low song of love forover
To the azure ap on hi{h.
Does my soul delight to hover,
With the cool leaves for & cover,
Losking up into the sky'—
With & motion soft as music
Swingiog in the tree-top high'

Uh' how blessed is my wild spirit,
When neo varthly thought is near i1,
As it lies "mid dreams and vislons
In the arms of the old tree!
All the whispering leaflets biess it,
And the wild wind doth caress i1,
And the soft and dreamy azure
Can my spirit only see,
And that seems Lo grow and deepen
Into strange iefinity

Bul there is a solemun honr
When the tree hath wilder power—
In the deep and starry midnighs,
When [sit and watched the sky—
Whean the foliage mosns and shivers
And the starlight o'er it guivers,
And the shadows creep and trembie
Ver the casement where they lie—
Thean the shadow and the whisper
Thrill my soul with mystery

When the summer-day is bresking,
And the earth isslowly waking—
Whea | throw the shatter open

To the morning fresh and fair,
Then the spray doth bend before me,
Dashing shiving dew-drops o’er me,
While the little leaves a-laughing,

Clap their bands in the bright air,
As the perfumed shower of jewels

Sparkies in my unbound bair.

Oh! [ know no monarch clden
Wore acrown so brightly golden
Nor a robe us richly crimsou
An the tree that loves me, wore,
When the air was bright and dreaming,
And the heavens were blue and gleaming
In the glorions days of Autamn,
Thatare now, alas’ no mere
Then its murmur grew so mouraful
As the sunny hoars past o'er

Therefors, as m) wayward spirit

Is forever blessed when near it—

As it seems to know and love me,
Aund is 50 beloved by me—

As its every whisper thrills me,
And ite midaight shadow fills me
With & thought of mystery—
Do [ think some angel mission,

Hovers ever in that tree’

Tie Bride of the Flord.
CHAFTER |

Old Norway, crowned in snow, and em
braced in ocean s walers, begirt with rock
and mountain, with her forests of pine and
her living |akes—the prumitive hatuts of her
people, theis industry, and their national en.
thusiasm, is, indeed & remarkable lend, As
remarkable to.day in her character, as she
was a thousand years ago, when her sea.
kings were upon the coasts of many Euro.
pean lands, giving lawa and customs to the
civilised nations, who vow look down upon
modern Norway, and forget, or are igno-
rant, of the past.  Butif scenery or oational
habits stamp noble peculiarities upon the
land and its people, still wore shoald that
people’s warm heartedne:s make them ob
jects of European interest. A warm.heart

edness which, whether it displays itsell in &

deep nationsl love of “Faderland,” in
generous hospitality to the stanger, or in

the relations of man to man and Lo society, |

of husband, wife, and child, s in its in.'

tensity and truthfulness markedly illustra.
tive of sn uncorrupted people. Somewhat
of this is conveyed in the true story of Olal
asnd Margaret.

It was summer on the Fiord, whose wa.
ters slept without a ripple, as the clear sur.
tace ed back the shadows of the abrupt
rocks, upon whose summits grew lofty pines,
and within whose clefts the wall-flower, and
ihe red and yellow cloud.-berries, contrasted
their gandy colors, with, here and there, a
lily of the valley, rearing its modesi head

-

through scanty grass and green moss. So
nsrrow was the inlet for its waters, that the

Fiord might have seemed a closed lake; and
30 surrounded was it by its lofty and rocky

boundaries, that no light lell upon its aur.]

face, save that which shot down vertically
from & cloodless sky.
srose mountain piled on mountain, until
they blended with the heavens; and their
tops, capped with the unmolien snow of
cenluries, their silvery white
ness with the black rocks and dark trees
which surrcunded that glassy Fiord. Above
it, and opposite to those mountsins, wound
one of those precipilous roads over which
ithe i ible for horse or machine to

travel, save when the Norwegian snow ﬁl!s.

all chasms, and strong ice, from cleft w
&. makes winter bridges over which the

sledge is then drawn, with & security mar,‘

vellous 10 such as could have seen its ir.
regular summer surface and gaping chasms,
down whose sides lu?ep‘tha fox, the
squirrel, or the hare, could be expected 10
find footing. Vet at the lower end, through
an opening between (wo rocks, the waters

passed out into & wider , and onward,
until miles below that Eiord srose a little

i , of some dozen farm houses snd a
ite church. Here, on that Fiord,
i l’ound’ils fishing, and it inhlph
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Far beyond those | plied w0 her lips, the rude stimulant and re.

| tents, had gathered. There, left in seca.
.| the “warm and

in o lighter skin which fitted close as stock-
ings, and covered the feet as shoes; while
ber neck was covered with a red wrapper,
{astened in & neat le beneath her chin,—
Her dress alone bespoke her not of Nor-
'wegian blood; snd the remarkable charac-
ters of her exquisitelydelicate shape, her
dark brown eyes, slopiug somewhst w the
temples, her black hair and sallow skin,
stamped her one of the Lapland race.—

was sare (0 be near at hand—their tents
cast in some ngighboring Fjelde, where
' were grazing their woops of reindeer.—
Every foot of that way seemed known to
her; she wust bave twod it so often before.
Does she seek flower or fruit? No; she
looks to neither, Journeys she to the vil.
lage’ No; for now she siops, and sealing
| hersell upon the bank, close to the water's
edge, she seems 0 await in silence the ob.
ject of her mision. From ber bosom she
hus polled forth u pair of fur mittens, look.
‘ed al them with pleased earnestness; then
| glunced hastily along the waters in the direc-
tion of the cleft leading to the village, and
| with 3 listening bot a disappointed expres.
sion of face, she has replaced thewm in her
dress again. There until the noonday she
sat statue-like and motionless, except that at
intervals her head inclined in aiiswnins
'attitade, as though she watched for some
‘oar upon the water. At length a look of
 pleasure beamed over her dark features,
"and her head and ears became fixedly at
tentive to some coming sound. [t was a
bhout, approaching from the village; its oars
'splashed steadily but gently in the water,
' worked by a female’s hands, who sat alone
within it. Agsin the Laplander’s counte-
nance relaxed into its passive sadness, and
|expressed disappointment. She made a
| first motion, as thongh she would retire;
‘and then hesitatingly resumed her seat.—
Presently the boat neared her, and she had
& closer view of its inmate. A sweet iook-
ing girl, upon whose regular features twenty
summers had told their time, and almost
| ripened into glorious womanhood a thing of
| ungel beauty; her soft blue eyes, from the
| miidst of light flaxen hair, that curled na.
| wrally over her temples, looked laughingly
upon everything, and her well-developed
(rame, full, yet graceful, with every move
lof the oars was moulded iato (resh outlines
|of loveliness. A glance at her could tell
| that her heart was a happy home, and the
| wusic of peace it breathed was on her coun-
tenance. It was Margaret, the betrothed
of Olaf, and she was out in her light skiff
upon the waters (o meet hum, 10 whom her
heart was pledged. She looked not for the
| Laplander—the Laplander looked not for
| her—but their eyes met, and Margaret's
| boat was speedily at the bank, where that
| young Laplander sst musing. And Mar
| gaeet addreased ber—
‘Ho' are your tnbe near the Fiod'—
Have you auy lors to sell!
| *‘None 10 sell,’ was the calm reply, dis
unctly spoken in passable Norse

*Then what do yon st the Fiord, and
slone, unless you came to sell or buy’ If
lon your way o the village, 1 will row you
| there in my boat.”
| T'ne Laplander looked up, and the ears
Norway there isa

superstiion aguinst sitiong with a Lapland
| o1, whose outeast ribe are al once de.-‘.-piaed
as infeqior, and dreaded s supernatural. —
Il'l be Laplander knew snd felt all this, snd
| the unexpected and kindly offer tuched
upon ber hesrt.  She expressed her thank.
fuluess, and shook her head as she looked
up it the sanny face of her who, stand.
(g i her boat, looked down upon that
| “poor Fin"* wuh an expression of touch.
g, but warn sadness as though she grieved
' for the outcast fate of her race.
|+l have nothing 1o sell,’ said the “Fin,"”
|‘and | want 0 buy nothing.” Then, afier
a peuse—*| have not been here for two
| years: my tribe has been up far north, and
| now, when on their way to Drontheim, |
ventured 10 this Fiord with these gloves,’
said she, drawing them [rom her bosom,
!‘whir_h | have made foi one to whom | owe
| the rescae of wy life, even from the water,
(wo years ago.’

Pleasure again lit up the young Norwe.
gian's countenance, as she exclaimed —
‘Oh, 1 koow i, [ know it sll; you ae
the young Laplander, who fell fromn yondes
rock, snd whom noble Olaf plunged into
the waters for, and saved.’

Wartuly and pessionately the young Fin
exclaimed *1 am, | am;" and her dark eyes
lit up, and the flush of gratitude came in
warm red blood upon her sombre features.

Two years before, in clambering over
| these rocks her skin shoes had slipped upon
| a shelving bank, from whose edge she was
| precipitated into the waters beneath. Olaf,
la bold voung walerman, living near the
' Fiord, and who happened to have been
then, from his boat, casting his fishing.-net
upon the waters, saw her (all, and with the
| instinctive courage of true manhood, aided
{ by bis skill in swimmiag, as 4 child of the
lwnlet. be rescued her. In bis boat she
| came (0 consciousness, as his manly form
koelt over her, and (rom his corp-spirit
fiask he poured vpon lier temples and ap.

wege in her eyes In

storative of his country. She recovered,
with that intense sense of gratitude which
such an event was sure to | ShQ
| looked up into his open and gallant fea
| tures, as though some genius of the spot,
above the measure of bumanity, had been
| ber deliverer.  And she, the poor Lapland
| girl, ao outcast from Norwegian homes—
‘one with whom the sons of old Norway
would neither sit nor eat—was there tended
{ by 8 Norseman, to whom she was debtor
| for her Life. 1t has been somewhat beauti.
fully said, “We plant a rose, and then
we water it because we planted it.”  Olaf
felt the influence of some such feeling; he
would fain nave carried home the gentle
and subdued being Le had rescued; but the
superstitions ol his country were strong v
oun him, and as soon a3 he felt she was
| sufficiently restored to leave his boat, he
|raised her in his arms, snd laid her upon
| that very bank where she now sat. Thence
he helped Ler along the rude footings of the
rocky path, and as she indicsted the direc.
tion of her tribe, he led her to the Fjelde,
where her people, with their flocks and
rity, he parted from her, scarcely returning
ionate she
bestowed im, and kneeling at his
feet, she pr"f;: her earnestly honest thank.
fulness to him and “Nipen"t for her deliv.
erance,
‘Pray 1o Nipen,' “aid he, ‘to guard me on
the ff&"ﬁm Tk
poor Fin prayed, and warmly
e

knces, and beneuth it ber limbs were clad

She wes of that outcast blood. Her tribe |v

p-|bank. The first earries Margaret and her

eut, ber

ed by the youth of her Iribe, listening w
the music of her gentle voice, or delighting
in her tales of tentscenes and olden Lap-
land times, and reindeer adventures, and
stories of the Fiord demon and lhoNirn
engesnce, The poor Laps shook their
ME.‘ and marvelled what had fallen upon
“Una.” Her whole character was changed.
One all.absorbing thought filled her mind.
“Olaf, her savior'-—should she ever meet
him sgain? What could she do to show
him the depth of her gratitude for tha: kind.
ness from the hends of one of his race?”
Siill it never itself to Una's sim-
ple nature, that this feeling of gratitude was
gradusally extending isetl into a deeper
ion. For two whole years, while with
her tribe, she had gone north, and now
south egain, back to the old well-remem-
bered encampment, her thoughts had been
upon that man and that hour. At her blind
mother’s knee she had wrought those gloves
of the loveliest skin she could procure, and
(astened with such needlework as never
Fon-girl had given 10 skin before, and made
to fit him—'Oh' she knew they would fit
hini!" Poor innocent'—and yet she knew
not it was love, And now upon the first
moming she had reached that Fiord, she
was down npon it, and there, upon the
well.remembered bank, she had placed her-
sell, patiently to await sthe fishing hour that
would bring the abject of her mission upon
those waters. And who was the Norwe-
gian girl with whom she now conversed!
Margaret Franz was the pride of the vil.
lage by that Fiord. She was the daughter
of the farmer or landowner, who held all
those lands stretching up from its bounda.
ries 10 the mountain foot. Every one liked
Margaret Franz. She was so good, and
then there was so much of that
shining out of ber features. And all
the young men likm;r. she was so beau.
tiful and so gay--so0 cheerful at their feasts,
50 free from guils; she sang so sweetly, she
danced so well, and she was so kind to all.
Al:ul.uroor Fin!—and Olaf loved her warm.
ly wildly ss ever man loved a woman;
and Olaf had won return love. And ere
the winter set in, Olal and Margaret were
0 be wed together, and he was 10 live with
her upon her father’s land, and everything

had gone down 10 Drountheim, w lay in the
necessary stores for a wedding, and a win-
ter howe in Norway.

Il this, with the open frankness of her
usture asnd her nation, Margaret Franz told
t the poor Fin. She told it, parly be.
cuuse every one knew it, and partly because
she thought that the grateful Lapland girl
wouold be glad w hear that Olal was about
W be bappy; she wid it, because she (el
proud 1w have s listener who kunew that
Olal was good, and Olal was brave, she
told it, because her heart was full of joy,
and she thought thst every one must parti
cipate in that joy; and sure the outcast Fin,
who owed het life to him, must rejoice in
it oo

Now, for the first time, shat poor Lapland
gl felt the trath.  She knew not ull wow
she loved, but now'—she felt it in the envy
of Margaret which sprang op in her boson:
at that moment, She felt it in the hot teas
which rolled down her cheek, as she stooped
to pluck the flowers that lay st her feet, 10
hide her bitter secret. She felt it in the
heart-sinking which made her wish she was

near to rescue her.  But 1o hear and suffe;
was the destiny of her race, and she knew
it, and she must endure it.  Still it came s¢
suddenly upon her, though she kuew she
durst never hope that Norway Olaf would
wed Lapland EHL she pever thought of it
at all tll now; and now it wasall, all upon
her; now she understood hersell—she knew
it all.  Slowly, as P tears dried off, she
raised her head, and looking into the sunuy
and happy face before her, said—
‘And he cannot be back to-day ”
‘No;" was Margatet's reply; ‘as he has
not been here before this hour, he comes not
till to-morrow.’
‘Then you will give him," said the Fin,
and her measured words were scarcely au.
dible—‘you will give the present I have
made for him;" and she placed the gloves in
Margaret's hands. “Tell him, the Lapland
girl he saved made them for him! Tell
him she never forgot to pray, and give cakes
to Nipen, § as Norway men do, that he
might be good to Olal. Tell him," said
she, and her bosom swelled as she spoke,
‘that if you do meke him happy—and oh,
you will—that it was Una's prayers o Ni-
pen that got you for him." Aad the hot
tears rolled down in, but she brushed
them aside, and ruxi'ng up the declivity,
was speedily out of sight.
Maigaret looked after her—she was pua.
zled what 10 think. She never dreamed of
an outcast Fin loving Olal. And then these
Fins were so wild, they partook so much
of the preternatural; their manners were so
strange, that Margaret thought no more of
it, save that she stored up the grateful crea-
ture’s gloves in her owa bosom for Olaf,
and casting her light oars into the water,
al-!:e was again afiost on her business up the
iord,

—

CHAPTER 1L

At length Olal has returned from Dron.
theim. All his preparations have beer: com.
pleted, aml ’s first feast is over, ||
and the Sebbath morn has with its
glorious light, and the waters are calm, the
trees green, and the bouts are all assembled,
that are to carry that bridal party to the
parish church. And the waters are smooth,
&s is 10 be the life of that young bride and
bridegroom. Now the oars strike into the
water, and the three boats are off from the

female friends and relatives; and they are
dressed ia gay sttire; and Margaret is all in
white; and her head she wears a gilt
crown, the ian emblem of a virgin
bicide. Her eyes are laughing, and gay eyes
ere answering their meaning looks. At the
bead of that hﬁm boat sit two youths with
pan-pipes, playing their sweetest music; all
suns bave laid down their oars to listen to
by b g
catch the favoring breeze, are h
happy as though Life had no il..l]:‘i?:r
the fatore.

Within the second boat sits Olaf; he

{

was settled and the day named; and Olafl

beneath those walers sgain, and no ()al

:.k. which she plied dexterously, were |the hands of fair kinswomen—the clothes
suill as constantly ss before; but aud (urniture. by the skill of broth-
the i vo longer kept time er peasants and ¢ boatmen. How

gone. | beautifully illustrative of the generous and
- | simple

its of this natural people! And
as boats move onward for the Church,
now the pe out its music,
and woman's voice goes with it, and then
the drum pours out its louder joy, and pres.
ently the music ceases, nndj‘lzo rifles are
discharged ulong the water, and the distant
echoes reiterate their discharge, again and
again. And these rough men, with their
large slouched hats, and tightened jerkins,
amg long knives, stuck in at their waists,
and reaching down to their large water
boots, are all joyous, oo, and they sing n
loud and spirited chorus their national an.
them of “For Norge;” and then, as its cho-
rus dies upon the waters, the rifles are again
discharged. There, 100, is an old Norse-
man, whose age ludes his singing, but
who is veualblepirzchia knowledngs.:gl' the
historic records of his coomtry—wlio, wend-
ing back into primitive times, can recount
the Saga, ¥ which he now recites with the
energy of younger days—the Saga of many
a noble ‘sea king,” who carried war and
conquest down into England, and off far
south—who gave Norway laws, and made
her name ring, a thing of terror, upon
southbern ears, How intently that national
people regard his historic tales, and thank
their aged historian when he ends! And
then the flasks of corn-whiskey, and the
fiery potato.spirit, and the birch.tree wine,
are handed round, and the 1oast of *Gamle
Norge' * * is drunk with an enthusiasm be-
coming the sons of that mountain, snow-
cled land. Ohb, it is a happy seene'—and
when a pause comes in their joyous music,
the tinkling of bells can be heard upon
these waters, from the village church, where
the clergyman awaits their coming.

Nearer and nearer they moke for that vil-
lage; snd already Margaret's boat, lightest
made and lightest filled, strikes ahead of the
others, and bids fair to win in this bridal
race 1o reach the church. And now the
wough jest is thrown by his male compan-
ions to Olaf—

‘His bride and her bright crown are flee-
ing f{rom him.'

‘His lazy boat had best pull hard, or she
will be at the church and wed to his rival
before he can reach her.’

And Olal looks serious, not because his
honest nature disrelishes the joke, but his
seaman’s knowledge has looked a-head, and
that pirewood forest, and the gathering
shadows portend that ere the evening closes,
the storm.demon may screech over those
calm waters. He shouts 10 Margaret’s boat
1o have her sail lowered, and to work with
their oars. But that boat is too far a-head
(o hear, or else the langhter and music
aboard of it drowns Olaf’s voice, which
blends and dies away with the surrounding
echoes,  His comrades have lowered their
suils, and pull their oars lustily 10 gain up-
on the maiden’s boat, and still the jest goes
round; but Olaf does not heed it; his whole
attention seems fastened upon that cloud,
and that tregsure-freighted boat, which stll
skims those waters like & spirit of living
beauty. It may be but the fears of an
anxious bridegroom ; bt Olafl has  lived
upou these waters, snd tossed upon them in
many 8 stonu, and hom his boyhood has
been schooled to see it coming, to prepare
for it, and to fight it; and his friends grow
serious as they mark the anxiety depicted
apon his face. A wild anziety—and now,
without a word from the foremost rower,
he has seized the oars, and pulls with an
energy and force that he alone is capable
of.

*Aye, thece goes (Mal—none but he could

do that,’” cries many a voice.
| He shouts again, and vainly shouts,
| while the crunsoned blood distends his fea.
[tures, and the veins are swollen like cords
[in his sinewy snus, as, with renewed ef-
| lorts, he seeks to reach that fated boat.
| A few heavy drops patter upon the water,
a low, mummuring sound, now swellin
londer, gains upon the ear.  Olafl has cast
down lis onrs; he leans from the head of
the boat, his whole strength seems gathered
into one wild shout—a shout of fearful en.
ergy. That shout is heard. Margaret has
heard it, and turns 10 look upon him. The
sailor-boys fly to furl the aail; but, oh! it is
all wo lste. Olaf has looked his last on
Margaret. Ie caught the last glance of
her sunuy eyes, From that opening in the
side.rocks, es from the mouth of a cannon,
the storm-cloud has burst upon the waters,
and burst at the moment the boat was be.
neath its power; the storm had fastened upon
its sail, and with the rapidity of the light
ning-flash, the boat was cast upon its side,
and With its inmates went down forever from
the surface of that Fiord! One short cry—
a feeble and a startled cry—from that sink-
ing boat, and then the heavy splash, and
the waters were for a moment led, then
rippled in circling eddies around the grave
of the bride of the Fiord!
It went down full of life and beauty, full
of joy and hope—hope that was pressing
into future times, and carrying happy years,
And this is life!  Alas! the uncertain life—
the dreamy thing of blasted wishes and
d;pwned hopes, to which we all so fondly
cling. :

Olafl made no plunge into the water to
seek for Margaret; the power to do so had
passed away with that moment of intense
mentsl agony. It was too much for his sim-
rlla nature; he had lost the object of his
ife, and with the loss, reason had fied for.
ever, -

As that boat went down, his companions
raised the short, quick cry of men who are
horrified. A .noment’s cry—a shout of ter-
ror. ls it echo’—that shrill, and rapid, but
prolonged scream—that comes from yonder
tock! The boatmen look at Olaf, and at
each other, and speak not as listen,
Poor Olaf, he hears it not, or it nog;
that fatuous and vacant stare of his, it hath
no intelli » NO consciousness. And
now their eyes follow in the direction of
that onearthly screaming, and there, her
head uncovered, her long black hair and
wif:jskin dress floating like banners in the
wind, wringing her hands with a passionate
motion, u'zgﬁna.' Aud the boatmen are
seized with a sudden awe, and marvel— It
i all her doing." And some will have it

ever saw the walerdemon; and some recog-
nise her as n Lapland girl whose evil eye
or wish has done it all,

How iion  wrongs our nature!—
Poor, hapless, broken.hearted Una! She

she is the wood-demon, for no Norseman and

from their resting
away—the

|

never given
the bostmen knelt in
seme!e.OllI.mdFm oS beights
w the Fin darted up the hei
u:jﬂy dinppﬂmdﬁonnuayn

that those three Lrue should peri
thus—for perish is a word as appli
the hearts of those that lived, as to her that
died. Her's had ceased its warm pdsiu-
tions, aud beneath the ocean. One,
the man’s, still worked; but it urged the
stream of life through the frame of a sense.
less idiot. And she who fled, she had life,
and she had reason siill, but her simple
heart had broken. ‘I'here is no literal
tuth in the expression, “broken heart”—
but itis figuratively true of that state wherein
grief has poured the full measure of her
voison th the blood of life, and thence.
forth all life-things are shadowy, all appe.
tite for pleasure dies, and enjoyments pall,
and are painful on the senses, which, though
they still exist, but endure life.
Years after the sad event we have de-
scribed, the lunatic asylum of Christiania
gave refuge and tion to one, whose
manly form and handsome features ill ac-
corded with the vacant expression of
countenance,~whose dim eyes {ell meaning-
less upon all surrounding objects, He sat
uponla low stool, and every now and
his closed hands, as though grasping oars,
went up and down with a uniform rowing
motion—and, at tmes his breath cawme
thick, and his motions became more rapid.
He never spoke, unless when en 10—
and then the response was given 10 all ques.
tions, ‘Hush, the storm is coming and we
must be quick, or she down.” But
beyond this, he had no , no mind,
no thought. It would seem as if the event
which diove reason from her citadel,
etiected its purpose just at the instant of
time when one all-absorbing thought mo-
nopolised his whole mind. That one
survived the wreck of intellect, but
it was all that remained. And the superin.
tendent who showed that institution, shook
his head feelingly, as he regarded him, and
said: ‘For years he has never spoken but
those words." Beside that hopeless idiot
tended a female, who, dressed in
Norwegian stuff, dispiayed [eatures that
seemed w0 have come [rom some other
clime. Her dark hair and eyes, and sallow
skin, and liar outline of feature, and
delicately moulded frame, were not of Nor-
wegian cast, She was evidently of foreign
blood. But there was in her sad and gentle
kindness a something more then that of a
mere servant—ihis was evident even in the
very tone of her voice, as she occasionally
sought 10 quiet the tiresome motions of his
frame, or, ns 8 ourse tends a child, offered
him some food. ller gentleness, her sadly
sympathetic menner mught have been that
of » sister, but there was no bleod, no re.
sembling link between them. “She tends
him," said the superintendent, like . sister
or 8 daughter—ahe (ollowed bim here and
became a servant without reward, in return
for perougsion to be about him, and w feed
him. She is of a bad race, no doubt—but
she is all kindness to him; and one would
not expect (o find such nature in a poor
Fin.’

*Mallet, in his **Northern Autiquities,' con-
siders Fius dnd Laps as distinct; but these wan-
dering and gipsy tribes appear to be called, in
modern Norway, indifferently, Fin or Lap—See
the Works of rn'ill and Laring.

t“Nipen'" is the demoa-god, to whom the
Norwegians muke such propitiating offerings;
lve #a the author of good and evil,

‘Blindoness is sadly provalent amongst the
Laps and Fins.

$Sweet and richly seasoned cakes are lefl out
at night, in Norway, for Nipen to eat.

IWedding feasts commence on Saturday—the
ceremany on Sunday.

*Eafly Norwegian History.

**()ld Norway.
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The YVear's Decline.

BY JOMN swalN.

Come, and the year's da_elilo behold
O"er grove and Er:u. and weod and wold,
Chased are the leaves by the wild winds cald.

F T
an e ul, fly the s
As before valor flies dhnuy.‘.r

Win ye who will, and when won, claim
This world's best good—wealth, pleasure, fame:
Bat hold—is there no nobler sim’

If not, then man is made to mourn;
And springs are but to mock us born;
And summers they but smile in scorn.

For pleasure—bright as blushi ring;
A-dpbma-—-llko:::p wood I.'ll‘bhﬂ., I.fiu'.
And riches fly like birds on wing.

But man was never made to mourn,
Never was spring to mock us horn;
Never did summer smile in scorn.

They come that man may live—they go
That he may learn—may learn to know
Hiw heart's best home is not below.

The blessed days that visit earth,
Awaking beauty, gladuess, mirth,
Speak of the sky their place of birth.

For there's a better world than this,
Where the true good immortal is;
Flse whence our light, and love, and bliss.

And now, amid the year's decline,
A thousand monitors combine,
To bid us seek the land divine.

mankind proceed from indolence and idle.
ness. Persons who have naturally sctive
minds, whose ‘quick thoughts like lighining
are alive,’ are most perniciously affected by
the evils of sloth, ?ho favored sons of ge-
nivs, endowed with great original
were not made for repose; indolence will
quickly ‘freeze the genial current of the
soul,’ and i left idle

ish from inaction, like a scimitar oonod.d

lsliﬂﬂl:hm eat m..‘.’
m . Slp(nﬂm..'ﬂanm

tiously and virtuously employed. Old
Dumbiedikes was wise in ph’ his son
o ‘be aye sticking in a tee
naething else to do.’'
French

It wasa strange destiny, o8
highly superstitious lae:-y‘mmbh. i

Nine-tenths of the miseries and vices of

powers, |,

vy o oo M) f
‘Te Loot Man.
A PEAIRIE SKETCH.

An unfortunate trader once strayed (rom
bis and was lost four or five
&nmhmmdm

n l.
tion with thirst, in of water, while

tedious distance, he was fortunate enough o
find a small cool spring gushing and rip-
i uthebumofn&z::kyho!hw.
he fresh water, the cool of the steep
mck.lndlho!hl:-:n.wmhl:
know wagons were st
moﬂn:'ip in sight, induced the poor
fellow to yield 1o his weariness, and suffer
his eyes to close. When he awoke, the
ay of evening was deepening around Lae
%iq-ﬂtﬂingugﬁmhhdlov,hh
eye wandered sbout in vain search of his
jons. He was a raw adventurer,
his first ravel, knowing nothing of
how to direct his steps in the wilderness,
and trusting entirely to the guidance and ex-
i :ftbun with whom he traveled.
asty, impulsive, and rash as he was cace-
less, and without possessing a single qual:ty
of character 10 assist him in ":num-
gency, confused, terror at once posses.
sion of him, and starting as he thought in

then, | the direction where he last seen the

wagons, he ran with speed, shoot-
ing wildly at every step, in ol being
heard and answered by his

The terrified man, bereft of all thought
by the fearful natre of his predicament,
could not even remember to fire the rifle
he held, but continued tearing his lungs
with wild and desolate cries for assistance.
While rushing blindly hwﬂdwt:::-
ner, the night still deepening im,
l.hcmng:t‘ with a violent fall and was
stunned into insensibility for some hours. —
We are giving now the substance of the
poor fellow’s own relation, He came back
to consciousness some time during the night,
in the midst of a pack of bowling wolves,
and found himaell lying by the side of »
buffalo’s skeleton, not yet entirely siripped
by the prowling dogs of the desert. A sit-
uation more appalling to heart and nerve,
may not be imagined. The man doubted
not but that he mmhpumauuciy
from his state of torpor by the hungry crea.
tures assaulting his own body, for his clothes
were mauled and torn, and the scratch of &
claw was on his leg, though a tooth, it seems,
had not yet wouched him. He had uiﬂ)ed
upon the skeleton, snd strack his forehead
on a horn or some other pact, as he discov.
ered a huge lump upon his head, which also
ached distressingly when he came to his

SeNses.
The fellow, ia the heat of his ter-
ror, out to scare away the wolves from

himself, and escape from the spot, leaving
the famished animals to return again to the
buffalo’s bones, and give them a cleaner
polishing. Just escaping from one frightful
danger, perhaps, ook soumething trom the
keen horrors of lus desolate, snd wretched
condition, but the unhappy man's sense
uons were harrowing and fearful in the ex.
treme. He still pressed onward, his strength
failing st every step, calling in harsh and
broken shrieks to his friends, and changing
his course again and again, in utter and s
erable uncertainty of which way to tura.
Daylight came, the sun rose, noon ap-
proached and passed, and the lost man was
alone in the desert, famished and (aint, and
without a solitary hotEofragnm' ing his com.
panions, or finding track they were put
suing.
'rl'"im night the unhappy wreich sank ex-
hausted upon the grass and slept, 10 awa.
ken in a state of fear and more ap-
palling even than the night before. A com-
pact and innumerable band of buffaloes
came moving slowly across the region of
the prairie on which be lay, and he started
from sleep in imminent peril of being trod-
den t0 death by the huge monarchs of the

came towagd him in idnight, the poor
trader declared that a rolling ocean seemed
about to overwhelm him. Utterly paralysed
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_ | making tea i China s

— ——

tesched Lis fiiends spain "
el n[m;uf;om the 5?.“-;.'_ " e ek
g ‘o U3, search was Made
rections and signal guns fizag

Iouldhhue heard, had he 1,
mh h)’ '-bl.' bﬂﬂ’llb & k"l!’ & -
was also conlinued upo:; 1 - SHrr_-_«

possible 10 wace hin. The fr g ®
i"_! of l'hi.. unfortunate nmf‘:?}'-‘[ﬂ“
rllml’ Illl.lglllhj l’t'!-.tlmi and 1;ﬁ| l oy
out hope, in the interminable s0litug '.‘.'u
in & vast domain of sky and ziass '|I =
ing and wemented wih raging r; -
mna'mny not be found o ey s
sufficient 10 thul!l the nan sl symspags

shouid such o slogy s tus, -'P'“““'“
Mas.” -

s :'JI s

be Loy
o

Arisen’'s Piny i) Becluiug
lablll \rhuu 8 bt baiwe g ]

spast f

. b Fole vy
was nmversally Kind and eyey playty i
amumlhim-, an .lmumll‘ LLER M TYTRrS - :\- ry
as well as of his extréme quickness . 2
red dunng this cruise o the Meduer, -
Une brighl mormng, when (ha ql g
moving about lour Knots an he :ul;li,:“
very smooth sea, everyiling o baed & :
ing orderly and quict, there way 3 ,.'.,;.'h
ery of “a man overbhoard! A mridshigy, =
named Flinn, a good draughtsaan : ::
had been sitling on deck o !.‘-J
sket: hilll,f- started a1 dhe o tad | L'

over the side of the ship, saw s guy o
vant, who was u0 switnimer, founder -
the sea.  Before Fliow's ncia ‘,.,;f .
off, the captain of marines had (higy, ..
man a chair lht-)ﬂ!h the pot-hole 5 l.:
ward-1oom, o Lcop him M\:'u‘ S e
next instant Flino hod flong simseli oo,
board, and was 4wimmm;j. 0 the my.
The sdmiral, having witnessed the o
piiair from the quarterdeck, wag 1.
delighted with the scene: nnd wheg the 1
ty, chair and all, had been hauled .,
deck, he called Mr. Flinn, praised o
duct and made hiu liewtenant og e ._:‘
A loud huzza from the midshipoes, -
the incident had collected on deck o4
who were throwioy up their baws ig ‘__‘
of Flinn's good fortune, arcested Lo \..
son's attention. Fhere wa
significant in the woe of their leer «
he immediately recornised, and g,
his hand for silence, sod leaging g,
the cwwd of widdi . e sad ‘l'.i.; .
natured smile on his (e b

Silp, o

K Uheg

£

i_cmiemen. Me. Fling s done 3 g3l -
thing to-day—and he has d 10 g, o
lant things before—for which he nas .,

his rewsrd; but mind, 'l have 10 woe e
hius ]i!‘uu"ﬂ'd[l!d | {17 ivanls lalling gee
board." —Memoir of v Scorr Nelip
Chaplain.

———

thimesr Fiiquoiie
The Chinese age AR Talaias 1l
code of ma"iewu-- omtvien the sl cese
Bious conrts in Euope. A« soun 233 guey
alights from s sedan chair, be is mer 5
the !I’U"T. who bows his heod, hends hus
dv and his Knees, pins both hauds i (o
and with thein knocks his ohest W nen
he wishes to be vory polite, he sk hs
guest's hand with b and knocks it ype

-

his ehest. "Phis is their mode of shak £
hands. Now follows s polite conled =
10 llll‘l"‘{il'h o, whueh, dlter varous

ing<, howings, snd genutlectivis, @

by the houst and puest entern e
!ugrlhr’. At the «thog LAl 3
ther ceremony IL" place (el
tracted and whsome. The pout & e
determined = where each shall s, and wiy
shall be seated nrst. Elquetic cuiends - e
w adecision ol the size of a chair, by wh

un'lriably the rank or MIpOITasics of & e
s determuned.  T'ie host now woloos w s
large cnar and atiempts to ke a smule

one himself., Good bresding compels we
vuest, in tarn, 10 eluse s Dplimet
and after Welrying conieil politenes
ul'.‘ Wilil S Al .'I}ﬂ.\ Jd_lo?‘:Fl: e 3
faction of the belligerents, either v W
p'irl.'tts sillis 4 down simnllancousiy ob e
same bench, or vpon tw bass of equsl

dimensions. The fatigue of thes cournes

may be easily canceived, o the same
tine is performed on the anval o &
guest. As soon as the ruests are aswmiled
| tea is handed round in covered cups Wi
are placed in silver stands n the joam of
boat. ‘I'hese are fluted and Hesunuls

“w. Tht" rups Ges iBe oce G 1o Wi
| refer were of that antigue porcelan s
exceadiagly valued, which 1= st
per, pure white, perlecily lanspareal, nd
12 ormamenied with obscure figures, Whee
dark outlines are caly perc-pub
the vessel is filled wuth tea. | he mooe o

1y

# wieh

'.“.d: b
which coffee is made in Torker. 1hein
i8 put i a cup, boilug waw § e
it, and instantly covered, w prevent .

di- | cape of the aromas, with 8 Ld, whilis wd

as & spoon 10 sip the tea,  They never o
sugar or mitk with tea in China, —dasis

U niversity Magazeme,

The foviacibie ( hamples
Providence has clearly ordained, thsi e
only path fi: and salutary for man on eand
is the path for persevering forutude—ine
unremitting struggle of deliberate ell piep?
ration ‘and humble Lul active relisnce o
divine aid. Such persons we e s
rits, chosen to glorify God in serving ms

- | kind; they are the lumivoas espoundsis

heavenly designs, the predesuped Wi

bearers who transmit pomilise wisdom sl
cheering prowmise (tom the beginaing io e
consommnation of the world. Thew subliue
course here below was symbolised by wis
the observant child saw when he (suses.

What s that, mofher!
The eagie, uiy o,

Prowdly caresring his coutse ol o
Firm, on his own imdailain vigor 1o g

the dark orms: Lhe ted lod Jevying
His wing on the wind, amd bis ¢ ye o Uhe 5un
He swerves ol 4 Mair, dul bears was ard, (ghs
Boy, may the eagie’s Might ey be fuine;
Omward, and apward, amd 1Tue b Hhe L

It is not the itude of the Greoas
army, nos the martial skill ol Achilles theu:
leader, that conquered the gremt ofY O
Troy, but the ten yeass of theq perseve
ance. As Christians, we have fercer 063
w fight, and nobler conquests 10 Wi, (584
had the anuies of pagan navowus. fet @
rememnber the moral laws umler w hac
live, and learn to use means ss well & ©
ercise faith. lle who kpeels h..«t.;:i.-
, withoot weeding it; and he Wi =
;P::ﬂ the attitude oingtrou'on i his bosi,
without pulliog the oar, will neither %
serve noc receive the fulness of the divise
blessing. Our hands mast il whale ou
supplications ascend, if we hope be
heard with acceptunce. Camtch, Flews
er's Bonduca., when sdmonished to mgu¢
into the mind of the god Andate, rephes.

* His hidden e nnisg h-l;:.m.‘ culesyar
Ous valary are oud best .
(E. L. Magoon.

i we

A word en pleasantly i s lage 7
of sunshine Ft;:lﬂ_hu.

Plato often inculcaies this greas precty
‘Do thine own work, and know thyseil

e s
e nen i s g




